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Lost and Then Found 


| wish he'd just shut the fuck up. 


Sorry. | shouldn't be thinking shit like that. | especially shouldn't be debating saying it out loud. But he really 


doesn't shut up. Like ever. 


His name's Dave and he's one of our new guitar techs. He's not replacing any of our current guys. Far from it. 
We've just expanded that much in the past few years that we need a few new pairs of hands around. And he's 
a sweetheart really. His heart's in the right place. But his mouth never stops moving. He's like an excitable 


puppy, chatty and ready to please. 


We found Dave playing in a little coffee shop in San Francisco around when we did the second SẸM. He was 

strumming on his guitar, singing songs, and telling funny stories about near-heart attacks involving coffee and 
his love for grilling meat. My kinda guy through and through. There was no way | wasn't going to talk to him. 
Man, l'm glad | did because his face lit up like a Christmas tree. Didn't matter that this guy hadn't got a dime 


to his name; he was happy to chat away to another guitarist. 


And he's a Metallica fan. HUGE Metallica fan. Biggest Metallica fan that's ever walked the Earth. We had to 


have him. 
So we did. 


And he knows his way around a guitar. However, he's never toured and never left the US. Guy didn't even have 
a passport. He moved to California from Virginia when he was eighteen and has only left the state to go and 
visit his family. Complete and utter novice that we were going to have to break in as gently as possible. 


Except that Dave gets so excited by everything that he just took the entire situation in his stride. Melted in 
with the crew and made it seem as though he'd been there forever. They all love him and he loves them in 


return. 


The only thing is that he can talk. And talk And talk. He gets excited over everything, and that's adorable. But 


its when Dave's stream of consciousness kicks in that you kinda wish he'd slow down a little. 


It's the morning after the night before and we're all feeling the effects of being on the road. A conference 
room at the Waldorf Astoria has become our second home, a place for us to eat and drink together. Breakfast 
started at seven and is now stretching way up to ten. Any later and they'll start serving lunch while we're still 


stuffing ourselves on pastries and German meats. 
Dave, bless him, has never seen the inside of a two star hotel let alone a five star one. Sure, he's stayed in a 
whole bunch of dive-hostels. But he's never had a room to himself. The other day he came to show me his 


hotel bathrobe. | paid to make sure he could take it home. 


Did | mention that the man's fifty? Fifty with long brown hair that's streaked with grey and a neatly trimmed 
beard. His dark eyes hold an eternal sparkle and his face barely drops out of a smile. As far as he's concerned, 
he's the luckiest guy on the planet. He's fallen on his feet and he's determined to enjoy every moment of it. | 
don't blame him. | just wish he'd shut up sometimes. 

At the moment | can hear him chattering away to one of our PAs. From the way he's waving his hands, he's 
obviously telling some grandiose story about his life back in LA. Our PA throws me a look when she catches 
me watching. 

Help me! 

Leaning my elbows on the table, | take a deep breath. "Yo, Davel" 

He swings around to look at me, momentarily shocked, before his face breaks back into a smile. "Yes, boss?" 


"One, my name's James, not Boss. Two, | need some fresh air and you're coming with me." 


| don't give him chance to respond. Getting to my feet, | grab my jacket from the back of the chair and make 
my way to the door. 


Truth be told, | really do need some fresh air. I'm starting to feel penned-in and overwhelmed, It's been a long 
tour and, as the days grow shorter, I'm longing to be back home and holed up in my house. Getting out and 
taking a walk will be the perfect antidote. 


Dave trots to catch me up, his arms flailing as he pulls a Met hoodie over his head. He's pretty much cleaned 
out our merch trucks but | don't care. He's getting the break he so deserves and if we can make that fun and 


memorable so be it. 


We take the elevator down to the lobby and escape through the front door. The sky is grey and a fine drizzle 
forces me to pull my hood up. From the corner of my eye, | watch as Dave does the same. Buses come and go 
from a nearby station and the road before us is busy with morning traffic. No one seems to be paying 


attention to us; they're too busy trying to escape the rain and the autumnal chill that hangs in the air. 
"Gonna hit up a nearby park" | nod across to the buses. "But gonna take one of those to get there." 


Dave looks at me with those huge brown eyes of his and | feel my annoyance at him melting away. Sure, he 
can be an annoying shit at times. But he doesn't mean to be. He's excited by his new life and hasn't quite 
grasped that everyone else has been doing this for years. We're road broken and nothing particularly 
fascinates us any more. 


Except for being in a new city. Now that always excites me and, for a heartbeat, | stand and listen to the 
cacophony of languages that I'll never understand. Well, never fully understand. | know enough to get us on a 
bus and, putting my head down, | dart out into the traffic and over to the station When | glance back, | see 
Dave doing the same, raising a hand in apology as a couple of cars that screech to a halt. Damn, Americans, | 
can almost hear the Germans thinking. 


There's something infinitely innocent about riding the bus. Something that, when you live in your own travelling 
bubble, makes you feel normal. | love doing it and losing myself in the soul of a city, watching it glide by as 
people come and go. | love watching as the scenery changes, guessing what the neighbourhoods are like just 


from the buildings. 


And that's exactly what we do; buy tickets, get on bus, sit somewhere near the back, and watch the world 


through the misted up windows for the few brief minutes that we're moving. 


Its just us in our own little world for those few minutes. With rush hour over, the bus is nearly empty. And, 
while Dave could have had his own seat, he's instead chosen to squish himself next to me and lean in so that 


he can look out of the window. | can't bring myself to snap at him even when he is invading my personal space. 


Everything looks so similar to home. But, at the same time, it looks so different as though viewing it through a 
filter. Or through fresh eyes. Signs are in a foreign language. Cars have strange license plates. And buildings 
look familiar but with a tiny tweak to bricks, roofs, or style. Its fascinating and disconcerting at the same 
time, and one of the many things that | love about travelling. 


Once the park looms before us, we hop off and | usher Dave in amid the trees. Being in nature as a soothing 


effect on me. The trees seem to whisper their secret and, in return, they take in my worries. 


Canopies of red and gold soar above us and | hear Dave take an audible breath. | just breathe it in, taking in 


the damp, woody smell of nature beginning to slumber. 


| could lose myself in this park and | quickly push us onto an isolated path away from the walkers and cyclists. 


A river babbles somewhere amid the trees. Birds call overhead. Leaves rustle beneath our feet. 


| walk with slow, laboured steps, savouring every moment that I'm outside and pushing the thought of being 


on-stage to the back of my mind. For now | can lose myself in my head, and in the head of the man beside me. 


| can feel Dave without even looking at him. He seems relaxed and, for the first time today, he's quiet. The only 
sounds are the patter of rain on leaves and the occasional click of Dave's phone camera as he tries to 


preserve his memories. 

He's the polar opposite of me. Loud, brash, outgoing. There appears to be little thought behind what he does. 
But, deep down, he's a child trapped in a man's body, desperate to explore and engage with a world that's been 
denied to him for so long. 

We come across an iron and wood bench parked beneath a towering oak tree. It's as good a time as any to 
pause and savour the moment. | want to talk to Dave about his constant chatter but | can't bring myself to 


burst his child-like bubble. | don't want to take that wonder away from him. His talking is his way of expressing 
his gratitude for the opportunity he's been given. And, truth be told, it feeds me, too. 


Its strange to see him sitting here, completely silent, and just staring at the trees. | don't want to break the 
peaceful quiet. Yet, at the same time, | do. 


The rain drips from the leaves above us and | see Dave hunker down into his hoodie. With his hands shoved in 
his pockets, his dollar store glasses, and his long greying hair and beard, he looks like your a-typical geek. But 
there's something more. Something hidden inside. Just like | keep things hidden from the world 


"Dave?" My voice is as quiet as the rustling breeze around us. 


He glances at me and gives me a soft smile. | feel like I'm seeing the real Dave for the first time. A gentle guy 


who hides behind a ball of manic energy. 
"You're quiet," | tease softly. 
His smile widens a litle. "It's so peaceful here. You wouldn't imagine you're in the middle of a city." 


Ah, thats what it is. He obviously feeds off the energy of the shows and gets himself into an endless feedback 


loop of mania. It must be exhausting for him. And now he's in a tranquil place where he can finally ground 


himself. Gotta say that it's nice to see him so still for a change. 


| continue to look at him and take in the gentleness in his dark eyes. He's calm, serene, composed. And | feel 


that, in that moment, | could open my soul to him. 
"Dave, you know we love you, right? And that you're now a part of our family?" 


His face lights up and | feel his energy spike a little. He's happy and accepting of me, just as we're accepting of 


him. 
"We want you to stay a part of our family. Forever." 
"Seriously?" He sounds surprised. 


‘Seriously. Our other tech will come back when he's recovered from surgery. But | think everyone needs a 


daily dose of Dave in their lives." 


Right now Dave is probably the happiest fucker in the park. He's finally getting what he deserves, a stable, well 
paying job doing that he loves, and plenty of downtime to go and play guitar. Taking a deep breath, | swallow 


around the lump in my throat. 


"There's something else | wanted to ask you, and lim sorry for interrupting for your peace and quiet, but | was 


wondering if we could go out to dinner? Just you and |. No one else." 


I'm trying to explain myself. Trying to tell him that his presence makes me feel comfortable and.. homely. And 


that | greedily want to relax in that presence for a few hours. 


Dave's smile is so bright it could light up the heavy rain clouds that skirt the sky above us. "That would be 
great! I'd love to. Thanks!" 


| give him a smile and turn my eyes to the fluttering leaves above us. Now just to find somewhere that's 


absolutely perfect. 


We always have a base city whenever we're on Tour. From there, we travel out to wherever we're playing, do 
the show, and come back. As it's fall in Europe, all of the dates are nice, toasty arena dates. And Berlin seemed 
to be the perfect choice to make our home for several weeks. It's one of those cities that hasn't completely 
fallen into the clutches of gentrification. Sure, there's bits and pieces here and there. But, on the whole, it has 


an eclectic vibe that | love getting lost in 


I's taken a couple of days of hunting but I've found the perfect place to take Dave. | don't even know why | 


asked him. There was just something about him - that youthful innocence, maybe - that just drew me in. | 
can't help myself. Some people are like a beacon to me, their whole demeanour drawing me in like a moth to a 
flame. It was often a problem when | was younger, causing me to get into scrapes (and relationships) that | 
had no need being in. I'm hopefully a little wiser now that I'm older. And Dave doesn't seem like he can cause 
too much trouble. Can he? 


| don't think he can. Dave has a naivety to him that appears to transcend any malicious intent. He's not here to 


hurt us. He's here to live his best life. And who can blame anyone for wanting to tap into that. 


| sit in the lobby, one leg crossed over the other and an arm draped over the back of the couch, and wait for 
him, watching as people come and go. Its the middle of the week and the guests are mostly business people 
and families. The roof opens onto a glass ceiling and, when | tilt my head back, | can see raindrops pattering on 
the outer surface. That's the thing about fall anywhere; the weather's either brilliant or its dull and raining. 
At least itll add to the atmosphere of the place that I've chosen 


"James?" 

His voice is like the rainfall, soft, gentle, calming. | find him standing to my left with a small smile on his lips. 
Gone are the black tshirts and jeans, to be replaced with a suit pants and a white shirt topped off with a black 
velvet jacket. His hair sweeps around his shoulders in waves of dark chocolate with his cheap, tortoise shell 
glasses pushed onto his head. 

"You look-" | get to my feet and try to talk around my suddenly dry mouth. 

His smile widens as his eyes sweep over me, taking in my slightly-too-tight-due-to-too-much-good-food pants 
and black shirt. "Not looking too bad yourself, Hetfield. If | knew any better, I'd think you were taking me on a 
date." 


And there he is. Cocky Dave fuelled by an evening of loud music and crowds of people. | can't help but smile. 


His kind of biopolar personality is neither Jerkyll nor Hyde. Its Hyper and Calm. 


| manage to regain the power of speech and gesture to the doors across the lobby. "There's a car waiting for 


us outside." 


Dave smiles and merely raises an eyebrow before falling into step beside me. "Do this for everyone, do you?" 


"Yes." No. "Do it with all the new guys. Get to know you. All of that" And try not to give into the feelings that 


are about to avalanche on top of me. 


His smile is soft, almost knowing, as he walks down the hotel's steps and stops beside the car. A driver stands 


beside the open door and Dave gives him a knowing nod before looking back to me. 


"You know I'm straight, right?" he says before climbing in 


My heart was in my throat for the entire ride through the city. | couldn't focus on the way the sky was 
darkening as the sun set somewhere behind the clouds. | couldn't watch the traffic or look at the people. All | 
could think about was the five words that Dave had uttered as he'd climbed into the car. 


You know Im straight, right? 

Dave's voice drifts from the other side of the dark car. "Are you okay?" 

| look at him, the street lights flickering across his concerned face. | swallow and nod. "Yeah. Yeah. I'm fine. Look, 
Dave." | sigh and force myself to keep looking at him. "I'm sorry if this evening is making you feel 
uncomfortable. We can turn back if you want-" 

He silences me with one of his huge smiles, his teeth all but gleaming in the occasional passing light. "I never 
said | was uncomfortable. And I'm not going to turn down a meal. Like ever. And, well." | hear the rustle of his 
clothes as he shrugs. "You're good company. Smart man with a lot of interests? There's not many of you 
around. It ll be nice to talk something other than sports and drinking." 

‘lm a Raiders fan," | softly reply. 

"We can't all be perfect," Dave gently teases. | feel his hand against my shoulder and try not to wince away. 
Don't get attached to someone you can't have, Hetfield. "lm joking. You do you. I'm not a huge sports fan, that's 
all" | see him turn to look back out of the window. "Did you know that some of Berlin is still lit by gas lamps? 
They're over in the old East side." 

l'm glad for the change of subject and I'm sure it's deliberate on Dave's part. "Which is where our show is 
tomorrow night. Arena right by the river. | believe there's some of the Wall still there, too, if you want 
photos." 


"That | do." | can feel him relaxing, obviously coming down from whatever energy he was riding. In return, | find 


myself relaxing and | make myself comfortable as we grind to a halt in early evening traffic. 
"Doesn't matter where you are in the world, gridlock still happens apparently." 

| laugh softly. "Indeed it does. And this is a city that was redesigned for traffic following the war." 
"Yeah, | flunked outta high school," Dave says. 

| wasn't great myself. | just read a lot while on the road. | like knowing where l'm going.” 


Dave falls silent and leans against the window. He seems chilled out now, happy and content and allowing himself 


To enjoy the evening. 


Once we're through the traffic, it's only a short drive before the car enters a forest. One of the beautiful 
things about this city is that its dotted with parks and swathes of trees. The restaurant I've found is nestled 
in among the forest and | hope it's as beautiful as the photos make it out to be. 


Night has nothing on the darkness that surrounds us and draws us deeper into its depths. Beside me | hear 


Dave take a sharp intake of breath. 
"You're not going to murder me and leave my body out here, are you?" 


This. This is one of the reasons | can feel myself being drawn to him. His unexpected outbursts of humour. 
"No," | reply. "lm not. As much as | like hunting, it isn't going to be you." Because you've fold me you dont swing 


that way. 


The sudden pang of pain at that thought makes me sigh. Thankfully l'm able to pass it off as happiness as we 
pull up beside what would can only be described as a glorified farm shed. There's a floor and a roof. But no 
walls. Lights wind around the trees that circle the building and lamps are dotted along the paved path. That 
leads to the only part of the restaurant that had four complete walls, a place that | assume houses things like 


the kitchen It is, to put it mildly, a fairytale in the middle of a forest. 
Dave, it seems, is stunned into silence. | smile, happy that | seem to have picked the right venue. 


"Welcome to Karma's. It's named after the owner's cat." My heart warms at that and my thoughts turn to 
my own felines back home as | step out of the car. | had been planning to reach in and help Dave out, date- 
style. But his revelation's shaken me a little. The vibes he was giving off said one thing. But his mouth said 
another. And now l'm confused. | could have sworn that he was gay. Or at least bi. But, | can't have ‘em all. And 
neither should | be trying to have everyone. I'm a reformed character. Just a slightly lonely reformed 


character. 

The lobby is a small château style building lit by candle chandeliers and draped in velvets. A log fire burns in a 
grate with deep, wine coloured couches set before it. A woman with long dark hair greets us with the happiest 
smile. 

"Welcome to Karma's. Do you have a reservation?" 

"We do. Table for two under Hetfield" | try not to openly wince at the innuendo I've unintentionally thrown out. 


The woman's smile just widens and she doesn't seem to have caught what | said. | daren't look at Dave. 


"If you'll follow me I'll show you to your table. As you have seen, we're an open air restaurant. You are 


sheltered from the rain. But we supply as many blankets as you need to keep out the cold" 


We walk with her as she leads out onto the covered terrace. Wooden floorboards creak beneath our feet and 
l'm surprised that we're apparently the only ones dining that night. Candles flicker on the tables and fairy lights 
are wound into the rafters above our heads. Rain continues to gently fall, pattering on the roof. 

The woman smiles at us. "Your table, gentlemen. I'll return shortly for your order. Would you like drinks?" 
"Sparkling water for me," | say. 


From the corner of my eye, | see Dave nod. "Same for me." 


| shiver as | sit, enjoying the idea of eating out in the wilderness. Dave stands for a moment longer, taking it all 


in, before he joins me. He has a stunned look on his face. 
"This place is incredible. Different, but incredible." 


Tucked beneath our table is a small cupboard rammed with folded blankets. Dave reaches in and pulls one out 


for himself. 
"Want one?" 
| nod. "Please." 


He passes me a dark brown throw and | fold it across my knees. I'm trying to keep myself in check and not 
make him uncomfortable. | pick up the menu and begin to flick through it. "What are you thinking of?" 


"Food wise?" 


| glance over the top and watch as he picks one up. Our surroundings are forgotten for the moment as | 
watch him pull his glasses from the top of his head and begin to read over the meals on offer. "Yeah." 


Dave shrugs a little. "I'm easy. Steak. Pasta Orrrr.. They have bratwurst. Might have to try that" He smiles at 


me. "When in Rome.” 

The woman - whose name I've yet to catch - returns with our drinks. "Are you ready to order?" 
| look at Dave. "| am. What about you?" 

"I'm ready. Ill have the bratwurst, please?" 

"And I'l have the T-Bone steak, please. 


She smiles and nods. "Thank you." 


Once she's gone, | look Dave in the eye. | can tell that he's still trying to size me up and wondering why he's 
sitting with me in an empty restaurant in the middle of a forest. | didn't pay for this. | didn't ask for it to be 
empty. | just assume that the bad weather has put people off. Truth be told, if we were back home, I'd have 
cancelled and found somewhere indoors. But this place is different and unique. It's amid the trees, seemingly 
miles from anywhere. | can see why Dave would feel uncomfortable. He thinks I'm hitting on him and bought 
him to try and wine and dine him. Which was my initial plan. But.. You know.. Plans change. 


"Tell me more about you, Dave. | know some of your life but not a great deal." 


He leans his elbows on the table and gives me that gentle smile that warms my heart. His glasses remain on 
his nose and, unfortunately, they're doing strange things to me. "I live in a little apartment in the NoHo and was 
up in San Francisco visiting friends when | ran into you guys. The apartment's okay. It's got no fuckin’ parking 
and | have to leave the car on the road most nights. Not that anyone's going to steal it, it looks like it's being 
lived in anyway. There's a tree outside of my apartment that | love. Kinda like a willow tree. It makes me happy, 


especially in summer." 


My heart swells as | listen to him. He's so sweet, so precious. His life has been filled with so much struggle as 


he tried to find his place in an industry that didn't want him. And, yet, it's the tiny things that make him 
happy. 


"What other things make you happy?" | gently ask. 
"Music. Playing guitar." His eyes sparkle in the warm candlelight. "Being with people. Talking." 


We continue talking back and forth as our food arrives. I'm not surprised when Dave dives straight in, talking 
between mouthfuls, and taking in our surroundings. There's a subtle change that neither of us notice and we're 
suddenly enjoying ourselves, swapping funny stories and cormmiserating on parts of our lives. Turns out that, 
like me, Dave hasn't had a relationship for several years. I've been too busy recording and touring and Dave's 


been busy trying to keep his head above water. 


And then there's the stark difference between us. We're both roughly the same age yet, because l'm the one 
with money I'm the one who's more likely to end up with someone. Dave lives in a little apartment and, when 
running around for us, looks a little dishevelled and homeless. So he finds it harder to attract someone. Not 
that there hasn't been attention, apparently. Just when they find out he lives in an apartment with mould and 


intermittent power. 

We're so lost in the moment that neither us notices the chill that's been creeping through the air. Its not 
until Dave reaches beneath the table for another blanket to wrap around his shoulders that | realise just how 
cool its become. 


"Pass me one?" 


He bends down and, for a split second, | can compose myself. I'm trying so desperately to not fall in love with 


him. And I'm failing miserably. My heart is shattered and | can feel tears begin to prickle my eyes. | silently 
beg him not to surface from beneath the table as | fight to choke everything back down, 


ust hide ‘em, Hetfield Best you can do right now. Fake it and he'll never know. 


A second later and a pine-green blanket is thrust across the table. Dave grins at me, almost proud of what 


he's done. 

‘Matches your eyes," he murmurs. 

| give him a tight smile as | wrap it around my shoulders. "Thanks, man" 

Dave powers his way through dessert and a coffee, all while | watch. I'm trying not to eat too much. Been 
doing way too much of that lately and it's showing. Could that be another reason Dave decided to come 
straight out and tell me that he wasn't interested? He'll be burning off those calories tomorrow while I'll be 
sitting on the sidelines, noodling away, and waiting to go on stage. 

As snug as | am, I'm starting to feel uncomfortable. | need to move. Need to get out. And, even though we're 
surrounded by fresh air, | need to be somewhere | can draw it deep into my lungs. I'm fighting with myself and 
| need to be away before | do, or say, anything stupid. 

‘lm gonna settle up the bill," | mutter. 


Dave looks at me with a mug halfway to his mouth. His eyes go wide before they soften. "You okay?" 


| nod. "Yeah. Yeah. Just fine. I'll be- I'll be waiting outside. You finish up, take your time. I'll be out on the path, 


waiting for the car." 


He nods and gulps another couple of mouthfuls of coffee. Standing, | fold the blankets and place them carefully 
on the chair. | feel awful, as though I've ruined our evening. I've been ruining from the moment Dave uttered 
those words and now | feel as though l'm retreating, running, trying to hide from the world. The restaurant 
was empty and, in it being so, looked like I'd bought out the place in order to have nothing but silence 


surrounding us. 


| try to keep my pace slow as | walk back to the fire-lit lobby. The woman we met on entering gives me a 


strange look. 
"Everything okay, sir?" 
"Yeah. Fine. Beautiful, in fact. | just want to pay, please. Thank you." 


She nods and walks away to collect the card machine. We go through the transaction in silence before | thank 


her again and turn to leave. 


Out on the path, | draw in deep, shaking breaths and look at the trees around me. A light mist is seeping 
around the trunks and tickling at my feet. The lights are gentle and every shade of the rainbow. They're 
beautiful and relaxing and | use them to draw my attention away from the paranoia and hurt that runs 
rampant through my soul. 

"James?" 

His voice is so soft that the tears return. | can't look at him. Can't let him see me like this. 


"James?" 


| can hear him stepping a little closer and cringe. My breath hitches when his hand comes to rest on my 


shoulder. 
"James? What's wrong?" 


| shake my head and try to hide my sniffle behind a cough. Just like | respond to the energy around myself, | 
know that Dave's now reading me, even though it's blinding fucking obvious that I'm not okay. 


His hand creeps higher and strokes over the curls of my hair. He reaches beneath them and gently strokes 
the back of my neck | know he's trying to soothe me but | can't allow myself to go there. Can't allow myself 


to fall into the warmth of having someone touch me. 

"James, l'm sorry if I've hurt you. I'm sorry if I've said something." 

Trying to chase away the tears, along with the image of him in my mind, | shake my head. He's gone from the 
loud, quirky, brash guy that we know to this tender and sweet soul who obviously wants to make sure that 
everyone's okay. 

"You didn't," | manage to murmur. 


| feel him come a little closer, his arm resting across my shoulders. "I'm sorry for lying to you," he whispers. 


At that, my heart stills and | peer up at him. In the soft light of the glowing trees, he looks almost angelic. His 


eyes are wide and his face is filled with concern. 


"When did you lie?" Talking is difficult and | don't want to do a whole lot of it. But | need to know what he's 
talking about. 


"I told you | was straight. I'm sorry." Guilt flickers across his face and | feel the muscles in his arm tighten 
"l'm not. I'm bi. And there's a reason | said what | did and please hear me out before you leave me out here. 


People think we're greedy, and that they can use us. James, I've lost count of the number of people who've 


wanted me to be the third party in their relationship. Or want a threesome with me. Or a one night stand 
because they're curious. That's why l'm single; | can't be dealing with the headaches and the heartaches. And 
then you take me out for a meal - a beautiful meal no less - and | panicked. | thought you were one of them. | 


thought you were.." 
"Curious?" | ask. 


He nods. "Yeah. Because | mean-" He looks me up and down. "You're fuckin’ gorgeous but there's no way that 
you swing my way. And | thought you wanted to try it and then kick me out in the morning. And I'd be fuckin’ 
heartbroken if you did that" 


| want to scream at him and the anger is, indeed, bubbling beneath the surface. But | can't. In this moment, 
standing beneath the trees with the rain pattering on what remains of the leaves, he looks innocent and 
confused and lost. He's been thrown into a world that may as well be an alien planet with someone who's 
eyewateringly rich taking him out for dinner. And yes, | did take him out to fulfil my own selfish needs. Needs 
that Dave saw right through. 


"| wanna be so mad at you," | murmur. "I wanna scream bloody murder at you for doing what you did-" 


Dave takes a step back and spreads his arms in resignation. "So do it. | deserve it. | knowingly lied to you and, in 


the process, hurt you so badly that you had to walk out." 


| stand and look at him, my jaw set and dried tears on my cheeks. "I can't. | can't do it. Because your reason 
for doing so is, well, reasonable. You've been hurt in the past and didn't want to go through it again" 


"And | judged you, wrongly so." Dave drops his arms and, in the low light, | can see his eyes glistening. His 
throat moves as he tries to swallow his own emotions back "You're such a gentle soul. So gentle and beautiful 
and this world doesn't fuckin’ deserve you. The stuff you told me in there-" He waves a hand behind himself 
and towards the restaurant. "About you and your life. James, that's heavy stuff. And yet, look at all that 
you've achieved, both in your professional and personal lives. You recognised what was wrong and you've done 


your best to heal yourself.” 
"Never fully healed," | whisper. 


"Are any of us? There's a lot of shit in my life and, yeah, | find myself drawn to you because you've got that 
really reassuring spirit. And | don't want to put pressure on you by saying that | can learn from you. But | can, 
But there's more to this - us - than that. A lot more." He sighs and lowers his head, running a hand through 
his hair as he does. "I can feel it. Or maybe I'm misinterpreting what l'm feeling." 


| close the space between us and curl a finger beneath his chin, lifting his eyes to mine. The low-lights show 
tears gathering on his cheeks and | have to hold myself back from brushing them away. "You're not 


misinterpreting what you're feeling.’ 


He looks at me as though he's seeing me for the first time and | find myself trying to do the same. | try and 
wash away the image that | have of him, of the guy who talks non-stop, and who bounces around a room in a 


tangle of arms and hair, and who annoys everyone he comes into contact with, albeit adoringly. 


Dave takes another step and closes the gap between us. | can feel his warm breath on my cheek. | can see the 
now-heavy rise and fall of his chest. Sliding my hand from his chin to his cheek, | draw Dave closer. The world 
around us has been forgotten, melting into a place where two souls who've searched for so long have finally 
found one another. I've been lost for a long time, constantly hunting for the family that | need. Sometimes | 
find it within my band. Sometimes | find it within the fans. I'm hoping that I've finally found my forever home 


within the heart of the man before me. 


Dave's arm wraps around my waist and | desperately want him to take the lead to show him that l'm not here 
to use and abuse his precious heart. But | can't wait any longer and | lean and gently press my lips to his. He 
doesn't move, doesn't pull back. Instead, he melts against me and | feel a deep, rumbling purr bubble up from 


his chest. 


We stand there, locked in an chaste, almost innocent, kiss, and | feel myself relaxing. Dave feels familiar, as 
though he's someone I've been searching for. As | said, I've felt lost for so long that it's nice to find myself in 
the safety of another's arms. | just hope that my gut feeling is right this time around. 


Moonlight streams through the hotel windows, turning everything bone-white. Shutting the door softly behind 
myself, | look at Dave. There seems to be no nerves about him. No second thoughts. No regrets. He's just 
standing there, smiling softly in the moonlight. 


And then he's on me, one hand cradling the back of my head as his mouth seeks out mine. His kisses are 
hungry and desperate to convince me that whatever's about to happen is for the best. | barely get a chance 
to breathe as he pulls back and hits the switch for the room's low lights. 


| want to see you," Dave pants. "Want to see all of you." 


And then he's back to work, his hands roaming over my body as his mouth seizes mine. | don't stand a hope in 
Hell with Dave; whatever is going to happen is going to happen. And | manage to push down the fear long 
enough to welcome his hands dipping beneath my shirt and sliding over my stomach. 


I've gotta say that he's fast and, before | know it, we're both naked and on the bed. Dave's eyes are heavy and 
glazed and he flicks his tongue across his lower lip. | want him. | want all of him. But I'm not ready to tell him 
that yet. Instead, | let him get to work, his mouth back on mine as his hands sink lower until they're resting 
over my strained erection. He does nothing but hold them there, waiting until | groan and roll my hips before 


he starts to softly stroke. 


And that's all he does, his fingers wandering along my length as he nuzzles my throat. | find myself both 


painfully aroused and oddly relaxed, sinking into the bed and closing my eyes. For a while | drift on the 
sensations, feeling my cock twitch beneath Dave's touches and my toes curl into the sheets. Its been a long 
time since someone took the time to study me so closely. And an even longer time since | allowed anyone to 


see me so fully. 


Lifting a hand from the bed, | reach out to stroke his hair as he presses kisses along my shoulder and down 
to my chest. His tongue wanders across my nipples and | let out an involuntary hiss. The silence that 


surrounds us is beautiful and | don't want to disturb him by vocalising how l'm feeling. 


Because right now l'm feeling like a million fuckin’ bucks. Having someone curled up beside me and worshipping 
my not-so-perfect body is incredible. The body that, in recent months, I've taken to hiding beneath baggier- 
than-normal black tshirts and battle vests. Pushing a hand under my head, | prop myself up so that | can 
watch him work. Dave's hair fans across my chest, shifting with every little move that he makes. | moan 
quietly when his fingers briefly squeeze my cock. | almost cry when he nuzzles his face into my belly. | feel 
myself fall a little deeper for him when he pauses to rest there. 


Lost in the dizzying head space, | want to come. But, at the same time, | want to stay right where | am. I'm 
infinitely grateful to Dave for giving so much of himself in so shorter space of time. One day he may know 
how much this moment means to me. How much it's pulled me from a dark space that | didn't realise | was 


falling into. He unknowingly reached out and caught me in that split second before | stepped off into the void. 


He's lying there, completely content as he palms my cock The gentle touches are driving me wild and pushing 


me ever closer to the point of no return. 


Dave shifts and rests his chin on my hip, his dark eyes looking up at me. His own arousal is obvious but 
forgotten. His hand stills before his fingers once more close around my cock. The knot in my groin tightens to 
the point of breaking and, as his thumb sweeps over the slit, my hips arch from the bed and supernova-stars 
explode behind my eyes. 


| wake in the twilight-darkness of morning to find Dave spread out beside me. His hands are tucked beneath 
the pillows and his dark hair pools across the white sheets. The rest of the previous evening is a blur. | 
remember the ride back to our hotel, a ride that we took in complete silence with our joined hands hidden in 
the shadows of the back seat. | remember his silky soft touches and the blazing orgasm he gave me from his 
fingers alone. | remember sobbing in his arms as the pain of the years finally broke the surface. | remember 
Dave's own tears as his own past reared its ugly head. | remember us lying there like two lost children, 
wrapped in one another's arms, as we each tried to keep the other safe from the darkness that we'd endured. 


Dave stirs and groans softly before pulling his knees beneath himself. He lifts his head and, in the pre-dawn 
light, | see him look at me. 


"Morning" His voice is husky with sleep. He leans in to give me a quick kiss. "I gotta get going.’ 


| feely my blood run cold with the panic of someone walking out on me. "Already?" 


Dave smiles a lopsided smile and presses himself closer. "Yeah. Unless you wanna be playing an out of tune 


guitar tonight." 


Shit. Yeah. Show day. Which means Dave's got to get out of bed super early in order to be at the venue. He 


won't see the right side of a bed again until sometime after midnight. 


‘Load in was yesterday," | quietly reply. | pull him down on top of me, eager to feel his smooth skin against me 


before | let him go. "You can stay another hour." 


Dave's smile widens and he lies against my chest, his chin resting on my breastbone. "Are you a little fond of 


me?" 

Heat rushes to my cheeks and l'm suddenly glad of the darkness. "Me? No. Never!" 
"Liar," he teases before sinking his teeth into my breast. 

| manage to choke back a scream and tighten my arms around his back 

"And it would be a shame," he continues, "because l'm kinda fond of you." 

"Really?!" 


He presses a kiss to the bite-mark that he's inevitably left behind before once more resting his head over my 


heart. "You sound surprised." 
"Well, | am. Kinda. A little. | mean, Dave, look at me. I'm hardly a pin-up." 


Dave snorts and snuggles back down, obviously fighting having to get up. "And do | look like the kind of guy to 
care? James, | live in a beat up apartment and drive a beat up Honda that's so old not even the local homeless 
can be bothered to break into it. And you know what?" He slides his arms beneath my shoulders and nuzzles 
the sparse patch of greying hair on my chest. "I like it. I like how you look. | like how you feel. I'm not looking 
for picture perfect, James. I'm looking for genuine, unabashed, and unapologetic. And you have all of that, and 
more. You've bared your soul to me, and you've allowed me to do that same. And that's a gift that's worth 


than any material item." 

Tears mist my eyes and | hold him close. Dave nestles his head in the crook of my neck and holds me as tight 
as he can, to the point that | believe he'll leave bruises behind. "Thank you," | softly reply. "For everything 
you've just said, thank you." 


We're silent for a moment, just enjoying having one another close, before my hands begin to drift down Dave's 


body. They slide over his back and down to his flanks, gently nudging him on top of me. 
‘Once more," | murmur. "Before you go. Leave me with something to hold on to while you're gone." 


Dave shifts his weight so that he's straddling my hips. In the grey light of morning | watch as he begins to 
move, slowly rocking back and forth and awakening desires. My groin tightens and | rock my hips up to meet 
his. | feel my own cock press against his and | desperately fight the urge to close my eyes and let nature take 


its course. | want to lie here and watch him. 


And Dave doesn't disappoint. He slides against me, his head thrown back and one hand resting on my chest. 
Beads of sweat gather on his chest despite the slight morning chill to the room. My hands move to his hips 
and press him down, my cock twitching as Dave growls above me. The sounds he makes turn me on far more 
than | want to admit to and | drag my guitar-hardened fingernails down his flanks just to hear him again. He 
twitches with it, his own hand digging into my chest. 


"Fuck," he hisses. "Fuck. Fuck Fuck. This is so good. Feels so good. Want more. Want you." 


His head drops and, in the first weak rays of fall-sunlight, his eyes snap open. They're darker than usual, 
glazed with lust, and his lips have peeled back into a snarl. Another heartbeat and he lunges for me, his lips 
claiming mine in a rough and bruising kiss. His hands tangle in my hair, pulling me to him as we move together, 


our cocks sliding together in a wanton display of lust. 


Dave pushes his tongue into my mouth, battling with me for dominance. His hands slide from my chest and 
beneath my shoulders as his hips rise and fall. | can feel his body tightening and, with a stifled cry of my 
name, he comes all over us. | can feel his seed pumping against my stomach, his cock almost painfully hard. 
That's all it takes to trigger my own mind-blowing orgasm and my body tightens as | spill myself against him. | 
disappear into that wonderful head space, my arms tight around Dave's shoulders as | hold him close and enjoy 


the moment. 
With his head nestled against mine, Dave makes no attempt to move. 
"Don't wanna get up," he yawns. 


| chuckle and wrap an arm around his back. "You sound a lot like Lars now." | give his ass a playful swat. "Get 


up and I'll see you in a couple of hours." 


Dave murmurs something that | don't catch before he slides from the bed. Come - our come- glistens on his 
stomach. He pads away to the bathroom and, with our mingled seed drying on my stomach, | roll over to 


watch him climb into the shower. 


Lost, and now found, | feel that familiar warmth of love spread through my veins. Someone to love me just as 


| love them. Someone who'll stick around for longer than an album cycle or until my usefulness has died. 


Dave's wearing his "Yes, Boss" poker face when | walking into the tuning room. We barely exchange glances 
before he hands me my guitar. As far as | know no one suspects that Dave and | were together last night. 


And no one needs to know. 


Fan flags hang from the curtained walls and techs wander back and forth as they fix instruments or make 
corrections. We run through one song, swap out guitars, and run through another. In a fit of pent-up energy, | 
toss my guitar to Dave. He snatches it effortlessly from the air and carries it away, never uttering a word in 


the process. 


No one suspects a thing. 


Energy. Pure, raw energy thunders through the arena as we tear from one song to another. Fans all but 
clamour on one another as the music rages around them. This is what | live for. The controlled carnage and 
brutal personality that comes to life in these moments. There's James, the quieted, introverted guy who lives 
by himself in the mountains. Then there's James Fuckin’ Hetfield, the powerful alter ego that takes over as 


night falls. Same body, two different sides. 


| prefer the former and my introvert needs an extrovert too add a litte balance. Someone to remind me to be 


silly and have fun. 


Looking towards a hidden pit, | see him preparing my next guitar. His eyes are watching for cues and, as | 
swing my Explorer over my head, he's there and handing me my Vulture. Dave's hair is swept back in a tight 


bun and he pushes his glasses up his nose as he gives me a single nod of acknowledgement. 


No one suspects a thing. 


The hotel room truly is too big for one person, even with my cases spread across one corner. Thirty floors up 
and overlooking the busy street below, it's beautiful. But it needs to be shared with someone. There's a dining 
table that seats four and a bathroom big enough for a family. There's comfortable couches and wall-sized 


TVs. By myself, the room feels empty and devoid of life. With another, it feels a little more alive and a little 


less sterile. 


Sitting at the window, | drink tea and watch traffic as | wait for Dave to return. | had his belongings bought to 


the room and sent him a text to tell him as much. 


I've also texted our tour manager to find out when the crew buses are returning. The reply | received a few 


moments ago was more than a little suspicious of my motives. 


Youve never wanted to know that before. But, FYI they're on their way now. 


My eyes are just drifting back to the constantly snarled up bus station below when there's a knock at the 
door. Getting to my feet, | wander through the way-too-big room and find Dave standing on the other side of 
the door. Leaning against the frame with one ankle crossed over the other, he gives me a lopsided smile. His 


glasses are pushed up onto his head, his hair still tied in the bun that he had three hours ago. 
"Hungry?" | ask. 


The lopsided smile changes to a wicked grin and Dave eases himself into the room. "Yeah. For you. But I'm takin’ 


a shower first. Gonna join me? Or are you scrubbed clean?" 


He swings his hips as he walks across the room, shedding his clothes as he goes. | stand there with my jaw 


somewhere near the floor as | watch him go before eagerly following. 


Dave doesn't wait for me. He's in the shower and soaping himself up, obviously eager for whatever's coming 
next. Which will probably be us. Yet | can't believe that, after close to seventeen hours on his feet, he's still 
full of energy. | have no idea how he does it. 


Hands and mouths wander as hot water washes over us. Dave pulls away and before | can take a breath, he's 
on his knees with his mouth wrapped around my cock. | don't stand a chance with him around and my sadness 


washes away as my come pumps down his throat. 


I's the soft ding of my phone that rouses me the next morning. There's aches in places | didn't realise could 
get aches and Dave is wound around me, one leg thrown over my hips and his arm draped over my chest. Fuck 


knows what time we finally fell asleep but | know that we were both blissfully exhausted and sated. 
Whats this about you wanting to know about the crew buses? 


Lars. Fuck. My face flushes red and I'm just going to reply when | see the speech bubble ominously reappear. 
With a lump in my throat, | wait for him to say whatever he's going to say next. 


And where's the new guy? Dave? He's normally the first at breakfast. Kinda if you dont eat fast you dont eat at 
all with him around And his room's been cancelled He's a good dude. If you've fired him.. 


| look at the man nestled beside me and try to fight back the sudden anguish that l'm feeling. Lie and let it 
come out to all and sundry? Or take the plunge now and tell the truth? I'd prefer the former but | know that 
I'm going to have to go for the latter. The last thing | want is to have to admit to it in front of everyone else. 


Can you keep a secret? | reply. 


The next few moments feel like the longest of my life. Lars loves a bit of gossip but | know that he's going to 


make me wait. Going to make me sweat it out. 

What? 

There's a lump in my throat that seems to have been ever present over the past few days. From that initial 
hauling Dave out into the rain, to realising that he might be someone | wanted to get to know, to his false 
confession, to finally curling up with him. Each moment has been prefaced by me trying to fight back fear and 


emotions. 


| snap a photo of him sleeping beside me. Unethical, | know, but itll be the only way to shut Lars up. He'd 
never buy me just telling him that Dave and | have hooked up. 


Promise. Absolutely promise. You can't fell a soul 
| can almost see him sighing, his eyes rolling as he does. 
| hand on heart promise not fo fell anyone. 


Holding my breath, | send the photo and close my eyes. | hear the tone that signals that it's been sent and 


wait for my phone to vibrate. 
And wait. 
And wait. 


| crack an eye open to look at the screen and see that the message as been read. But there's no one 


responding to it. Once more lve been left in the void. 

Emotions that I've addressed so many times begin to bubble up. Hurt, anger, abandonment, loss, resentment... | 
should have tried to keep this secret. | shouldn't have told a soul. Now I've potentially hurt both of us and 
ruined the best thing to have come into my life. 


Eventually that damned speech bubble pops back up and | silence the pain that's lodged itself in my throat. 


Woah.. Didnt think he'd be your type. But whatever floats your boat, man Keep it under wraps and | wont tell a 


soul. 
You actually promise that? 
Yeah. | promise. | cant be fucked with the drama. ;) 


Odd, seeing as you lke a bit of drama 


Yeah, but not when it involves my brother. Enjoy, my friend, and, well, see you sometime in the next couple of 
days. ;) 


Thanks, man. Appreciate it. 


Tossing my phone back on the bedside table, | wrap my arms around Dave and snuggle back down 


The idea of losing Dave at the end of the tour plagued me for the rest of our time on the road. Those 
thoughts were constant, haunting me whenever | woke up next to him. | thought that, once everything was 
said and done, he'd disappear into the night. That I'd be another notch in his bedpost and a story to tell at 
whichever coffee house he frequents. Do you know what that terror is like? Constant, cold, clawing, living in 
your soul and rearing its head at the most inappropriate moments. It's like living with the knowledge that, at 
some point, you're going to pass from one world to the next and never see another day. It's like having the life 


sucked from you and replaced with a cold, sticky blackness. 


The sprawling house is nestled at the foot of the mountains. Once upon a time it was a mansion for a lonely 
musician. Now it's filled with life, laughter, and love. Man, that sounds corny, like those Live, Love, Laugh signs. 
But seriously, two years ago, it was just a place to rest my head. Now | look forward to waking up every 


morning. 


Wandering into the kitchen, | sigh happily as | look out over the rise of the mountains. My gaze drops lower 
and | see Dave, with a blanket wrapped around his shoulders, sitting on the wall and taking in the same stunning 
vista. Beside him is another blanket, neatly folded, with a travel mug resting on top of it. Dave's silent signal 


for me to go and join him. 


We've both aged a little since that first fateful night. I've got a little thinner. Dave's grilled his heart out and 
got a little fatter. I've stopped dying my hair and let it go completely silver, while streaks of grey slip through 
Dave's still-long hair. He's chilled out a lof since that original tour but, deep down, he's still the happy child-like 


man that | remember. He's constantly towing me along to something or another, making me laugh and reminding 


me that life can be beautiful. 


| never thought that I'd meet anyone else. Relationships had always come and gone in my life in a constant 
cycle of people who wanted me for the person they saw on stage. They were one of my many reasons for the 
unenviable amount of therapy that I've had. And, in my endless quest to find "The One", | decided that the 


single life would suit me fine. 

And then Dave popped up. Dave and his loud, funny mouth, and my need to escape to the great outdoors for a 
couple of hours. Never did | think that I'd fall in love with him. | now know that he thought the same of 
himself. He was looking for friends. He never thought that he'd offer his heart out. 


The first chill of fall catches me as | open the door and step out. Trees are already beginning to change colour 


and the tops of the mountains are sporting their first dusting of snow. In a few weeks this whole area will be 


a blanket of white and, like Dave, | want to take in the colour before it disappears for the year. 


Taking the mug from the blanket, | set it aside and swing the thick fabric around my shoulders. Dave glances 


up at me, his face breaking into that million watt smile. His eyes say everything and | lean down for a kiss. 
"Mornin," | murmur. 
"Glad you could join me." 


He waits until l'm settled on the wall before he shuffles closer and leans against me. Picking up the silver mug, 


| sniff the steam and my smile widens. Sweet, sweet cocoa Perfect for watching an early fall morning slip by. 


Settling down, | drape an arm around his shoulders and lean my head against his. | couldn't think of a more 


perfect way to start the day, or to live out the rest of my life. 


